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La Barre and Cassion, enemies
of Adele and haters of her pro-
ector, Rene d'Artigny, visit a
frightful tragedy on this brave
ttle girl—one which marks her
or  life—all unbeknownst teo
How she meets the great

s faraver

a<<s a future that lot ¢
dark, s described with keen
ympathy in this Instalilment,
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CHAPTER V.—Centinued.

Adele, hiding in a dark room with
¥, I8 caught savesdropping on
rnor as he conspires with ras-
steal heritage and is
into the open. He questions

her

L 1o not know, monsie

Who wax hero when yon eamo [n?”
No o one, inonskear;

the room was

vn you hid there, snd overhienrd
th wnversution between Colonel Doel-
guard and mygself

Y monsieur,” I confossed, feel-
¥ Himbs tremble.

And also all thnt has passed since
Monsigur Cnsslon eutered ?
o=, monsleur,"

He drew o deep hreath, strikineg hils
i on the desk, as though he would
I his anger,

you alone? Had you 4 com-

{1 gl |

Pinion

I know not how T managed it, yet 1
riisedd my eyes to his, simuainting a
surprise 1 was far from feeling.

“Alope, monsieur? [ nm Adele la
Chesnnyne: it you doubt, the way of
discovery is open without word from
me.”

His susplclouy, doubting eyes never
lett my (ace, nnd there wis speer in

: e as b pnswered,

! 1 am not in love to be played
with by 0 witch, Pe
for you to He, W

hnnee ‘tis not

VSN 1L we wil] see,

Look within the aleove, Cassion.”
The commissaires wus thors oven be-

fore thie words of command were ut-

tered, and my heart seemed to stop

hesting ns his Lewvy hand tore aslde
the drapery. [ leaned on the desk,
Liracing mysell, expectiig o blow, n
it Lt all was silent, Quasslon,
1

o ol expoctant, peererd Intop the
wa. evidently perceiving nothing:
teppuad within, only 1o fnsthotly

i

repppear, His expreséion that of dis-
pppiniment
“No one |5 there, moosieus.” Le re-
parted, Ybot the window is open,*
Aund not a dangevous leap to the
Welow," retorned La Baree
thonghtfally. “So far yon win, mnde-

noisdlie.  Now wwill vou nnswor me—

|

The Door Opened and & Lean Priest in
Black Robe Entered.

were you  alope  there
Hgo?”

“It is uselesa for me to reply, mon.
sleur,” T avswered with dignity, “as
it will o po way change your decl
slon.”

“You have cournge, nl least.”

“The inberitance of my race, mon
sleur."

“Well, wa'll test It then, but not In
the form you anticipate He smiled,
but not plessantly, and resumed his
“k proposo cloxing
~ your mouth, mademoiselle and placing
¥you beyond tewptation, Mongleur Cas.
‘slon, have the Ueutenant at the door
onter' .

Ax though In a dose | saw Cusslon

ten minutes

b o)
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’ the door, speak o sharp word tod

Barre, and stood silently awalting his
The latter remalted n wo-
ment motionless, his lips firm set.

“Where iz Pather Le Goard ¥

“In the chapel, mousicur; he passed
me n moment ago.”
iond; inform the pere that 1 desire
his presence at onece. Walt! know yvou
the fur trader, Hugo Chevet?

“1 have spen the man, monsieur—a
big fellow, with a shagey head.”

“Ay, N8 savage Indinns he
hus llved among.
| ut Eclair's wipe shop in the Rue St

orders,

i

ne the

i o | Lonis Havie yonr sentries Lring him

here to me.  Attend to both these mat-

“Yes, monsiene.”

La Barre's exes turned from the dis- |

rested a
moment on mwy face, and then smiled
frofntmd Cnssion, He
ol well pleased with himself,

* f vored lils good humot,
ful s ise for yon, Mon-
“nnd

nppearing figure of the oMeer,

| grimly as he

slenr fon,™ i

| Iot us | » o Jess noplensure for th
fair Indy. Be s mademaoiselle
Your marringe take pluce to-
night.™
r one of af-

| “This afalr is 1o jonge
¢ ; It hns become the king's busl-
226, a matter of state
hest for yon i e Quoliwe; oyt and

1 declide it s

oof=elle

mment here, or
exile into the wllderness,” He lefined
forward staring Into my fnee with his
i “1 feel jt bot-
ter that vou ro az Monslenr Chsslon's
wife, and under his protection, 1 de-
eree that so you shall zo”
“Alonge—with—with—Mounsleur Cas-

CH |

threatening oyes,

“Ouoe of hig party. 'Tizs my order
also that Hugo Chevet be of the com-
‘ pany. Perchance o year in the wilder-
| ness muay be of henefit to im, and he

night be of value in watching over
D'Artlgny ™

Never bave 1 more helpless,
more utterly alone. I knew all he
meant, bt my mind grasped no way
of estape. His faee leered at me as
through a mist, yet ns 1 glanced aslde
nt Casslon It only lhronght home to
me A more complele The
man was glad—glad! He had no con-
science, no shame. To appeal to him
wonld be waste of breath—a deeper
humiliation. Suddenly 1 felt cold, hard,
recklesy; ay! they had the power to
force me through the unholy eceremony.

:l-l'.l 3

folt

dejection.

that T wonld laugh at them; and Cas-
slon—If he dared—

The door opened, dnd a lean priest
in long black robe entered noiselessly,
bBending his shaven bend to Lo Bar
#8 his crafty eyes swifily swept ¢
f,ir'ﬂﬂ.

“Monsienr desired my prosence’™

“Yos, v Guard, a mission’ of
hnpplness,
Jolned In matrimony by bonds of Holy
chureh. Ve but wait the coming of
the lndy's guardian,”

The pere must have Interpreted the
l--:\ilr'vwin:‘. of my face

“'Tis regular, monsienr®* he asked.
J “By order of the kimg" returned La
Durre sternly. “Bevond that 1t 18 not
necessary that you Ingqulre.  Ah! Mon-
slanr Clievet; they found yon then’ |
have a pleasant surprise for you. *Tis
hereby ordered that vou accompany
Commissalre Casslon to the [linols
eountry as Interpreter, to be paid from
my private fund."”

Chevet stared

into the povernor's
dark fuce, searce able to comprehenil,
| his sl from heavy drinking
| “The Tlinols conntry! I—Huogo Clie-
vet? "Tis gsome Joke, monsienr?"

“Note nt

nll, us you will discover
| pre yo my tinn. 1 do not jest on
thie King's serviee'
“But my and, monsienr; my nlece?
La Batre permitted hiniself a langh.
“Bah! let the land lle fallow; 'twlil

a5 for mademolselle, "tls thiit you moy
nceompany ler T make cholee, Stand
baelk; you have your orders, and now
I'll show you good reason.”

arm.  “Now, my dear Francols, it yoo
will joiv the ludy.”

CHAPTER VI.

The Wife of Francols Cassion.

It Is vague, all that transpired. 1
knew then, and recall now, much of
the scene, yet It returng to memory
more in a passing pleture thun an ne-
tual reality In which I was an actor,
But one clear Impression dominnted
my brain—my helplessness to resist
the command of La Barre, Hls word
wis law o the colony, and from it
there was no appeal, save to the king.
Through swimming mist T saw his
face, stern, dark, threntening, and then
ghimpsed Cossfon approaching me, a
smile carling his thin Hps. 1 shrank
back from him, yet nrose to my feet,
trembling so that T clung to the chulr
to keep erect,

“Do not touch me, monslenr,” | sald
in n volee which searcely gounded like
my own. Casslon stood still, the smile
of triumph lenving his face, La Barre
turtied, his eyes cold and hard,

“What s this, mademolselle? You
would dare disobey me?

I caught my breath, gripping the
chale with both hands,

“No, Monsieur le Governor,” | an-
swered, sutprised nt the clearness with
which I spoke. “That would be use-
leas; you bave bebind you the power of
France, and [ anra were girl.  Nor do
I appeal, for | know well the canse of
your declplon. 1t Is Indeed my priv.
flege to nppeal to Holy ehureh for pro.
tectlon from this outrage, but not

He 15 to De found |

through such representative as [ see
bere. ™

“Pere le Gasrd 18 chuplaln of my
household.™

“And se®ant tn your will, monsieur,
Tis known (o ull New France be Is
mare diplomat than priest. Nay! |
take hack my word, and will make
trind of bis priesthood. Father, 1 do
not love this man, nor marry bim of
my own free will. 1 appeal 1o you,
to the chorely, to refose the sanction™

The priest stood with fingers luter-
locked, and bead bowed. nor dld his
eyes meet mine,

“l1 am but the humble Instrument
| Of those In authority, daughter,” he re-
| piled gently, “and must perform the

aaere] duties of wy office. "Tis your
lown confesslon that your hand has
been pledged to Monsteur Cassion.”

“By. Hugo Chevet, not myself.”

“Enoungh of this," broke in La Barre
I.uu-rnly. and he grigiped my arn, “The
| girl hath lost her hend, and such con-
troversy s uoseemly in my presence.
PPere le Guard, let the coersmony pro-
\"""]_"
|  “'Tis your order, monslenr?”

“Ayx! do I not speak my will plalnly
|enomgh? Come, the hour ia late, and
|our king's business i& of more import

thnn the whim of a girl"”

I never moved, never lifted my eyes,

I was consclous of nothlng, but belp-
less, Impotent nanger, of voiceless
shame, They might force me to go
throngh the form, but never would
they make me the wife of this man
My heart throbbed with rebellion, my
mind hardened Into revolt. 1 knew all
| that oceurrved, redlizéd the significance
of every word and act, yot it was ns If
| they appertained to someone else. |1
feit the clummy touch of Cassion's
hand on my nerveless fingers, and 1
must have answersdl the Interrogator-
|l--~ of the priest, for his voice droned
on, megningless to the end, It was
only In the silenee which followed that

" | 1 seemied] to regaln consclousness, and

1 new grip on my numbed facnlties
Indeed T wns silll groping in the fog,
bewllderad, inert, when La Batte gave
| utterance to o conrse laugh,
“Congratulations, Praneals.”  he
eridl. “A fair wife, and not so un
| willing after all.  And now your first

| klss

The sneer of these words was lke
n slap in the face, and all the bat-
rodl, nnd Indlgnation T felt soethed to
the sarface. A heavy piaper kulfe Iny
on the desk, and I gripped it In my
fingers, and stepped back, facing them,
The mist seemed to roll away, and 1
snw thelr faces, and therg must have
heen that in mine to startle them, for
ovent L Barte gave back a step, and
the grin faded from the thin lips of
the commniissaire,

“'Me ended then," T said, and my
volce did not falter. *1 am this man's
wife. Very well, yon have had your
now I will have mine. Listen
to whnt 1 shall say, Monsienr le Gou-
verneur, and you also, Francols Cas-
sion. By rlte of church you call me
wife, but that Is your only claim, I
know your Iaw, nnd that thls cere-
mony has sealed my lips. I am your
cnptive, nothing more; you can rob me
now—nbut, wark you! all that you will

way!

|»'-\‘¢-r get s money. Monsleor Casslon, if

rleg al
I was only a helpless girl: but beyond | K158 me!

There are two here to be |

you dare lay so much ns a finger on
me, I will kill you as I wonid n snnke.
[T know what 1 say, and mean It. You
Try It, mousieur, 1f yon
doubt how mwy rdace repnys Insult 1
will go with yon: 1 will bear yonr
nnme: this the law compels, but I am
StIl migiress of my sounl, and of my
bhods. You hear me, messlenrs? You
understand 1

Co=sion glom] leapning forward, just
where my first words had held hlm
motionless. As 1 paused his eyes wore
on my face, and ha 1ifted a band to
wipe awuy drops of perspiration, T
Biarre crumpled the puper he held
snvagely.

Wy

lie exclaimeil,
# tlzer ot

“we have on-

chinined Well, all this 1a

naught to me; and Francois. | leave,

you and the wilderness to do the tnm-
Ing. TIn falth, *tix time alrendy you
were off.  You dgree to sccompany
the party without reslstunce, ma-
dame 7"

“As woll there, as here,” I angwered
contemptuously.

“And you, Hugo Chevet?"

The glant growled something inne-
tienlnte through his beard, not alto-
aether, T thought, to La Barre's lking,
for his face darkened,

"By St. Anne! 'tls a happy familly

amld  whieh you start your honey-
| moon, Monsienr Cassion'” he ajacu-
lated at length, “but go you muost,

eost little while you draw a wage, and |

though I send o file of soldlers with
you to the beats. Now leave me, and
I would henr no more untll word
comes of your arcival at St. Louis.”
We left the room together, the three

{of us, and no one spoke, N8 we trav-

He stood |
up and placed his hand on Cassion's |

ersed the grent assembly hall, in which
daneers still lngered, and gained the
onter hall. Casslon secured my cloak,
and I wrapped it about my shoulders,
for the night alr without was nleendy
ehill, and then, yet in unbroken si
lence, we passed down the steps Into
the darkness of the street. 1 walked
beside Chevet, who was growling (o
himself, searce sober enough to clearly
realize what bad occtirred, and so we
followed the commissalre down the
step path which led to the riyer,
Vaguely 1 comprebended that I was
no longer Adele In Chesnayne, but the
wife of that man I followed, A word,
A muttered prayer, an uplifted Mand,
had made mée his slave, his vassal.
Nothing could break the bond bhetween
us save death. I might hate, desplse,
revile, but the bond held. This thought
grew clearer ns my mind readjusted
itself, and the full horror of the situa-
tion took possession of me. Yet there
was nothing 1 conld do; [ conld nelther
odeape nor fight, nor hnd 1 a friend to
whom [ conld sppeal. Suddenly 1
venllzed that 1 still grasped In my
hand the heavy paper knife I had
snntehed up from La Barre's desk, and
1 thrust it into the walstband of my
skirt. It was my only weapon of de-
fense, yet to know [ bad even that
seemed to bring me a glow of courage,
We reached the river's edge and
balted. Below us, on the bavk, the
blazing fire emitted a rod gleam re-
flecting on the water, and showing us
the dark outlines of walting eanoes,
und seated figures, Gazlng about Cas-
slon broke the silence, hls volee as-
suming the harshness of authority,
“Thres canoes! Where is the other?
Huhl if there be deluy now, roteons

will mnke answer 10 me. Pass the

woni for the sergeant; ab! Is this you,
Le Clalre™
“All s pr mousteuar.™

He :m;he stocky figure front-
ing Biguin try uniform.

“Prdpared! You bave but threo
boats af the bank™

“The other s below, monsienr; it 1s
loaded and walts to lead the way."

“Ab! and whe Is in charge?’

“Was it not your will that it be the
guide—the Sleur d'Artigny ™

“Baere! but 1 had forgotten the fel
low. Ay! 'tis the best place for him.
And are ull provislons and arns
aboard? You checked them, Le Claire¥”

“With care, monsicur; | watched the
stowing of each plece; there s noth-
ing forgotten.™

1 found myself in one of the clinoes,
so filled with men any movement was
almost impossibie, yet of this [ did
not complain, for my Uncle Chevet
wns next to me, and Cassion took
place at the steering oar In the stern.
To be separated from bhim was all 1

I

“Try It, Monsigur, If You Doubt How
My Race Repays Insult”

ngked. He had won! he had osed his
power to congoer! Very well, now he
woilld pay the price. He thought me
1 belpless girl; ke wouldl find me a
woman, and a 5 Chesnayne. The
tears left my eyes, and my head lifted,
as purpose and decision returned.

Wi were skirting the northern hank,
the ligh bluffs blotting out the stars,
with here and there, fur up above us,

light gleaming from some distant
window, its vays refleciing along the
black water, The Indian paddlers
worked sllently, driving the sharp
prow of the heavily Inden eanoe stead-
iy up stream, Farther oot to the left
wis the dim outline of another boat,
keeping pace with ours, the moving
figures of the poaddiers revenled
nguinst the water beyond,

As the sun foreed Its sway through
an obgcuring cloud. the lst rose
slowly and drifted aside, giving me
glimpee of the canoe in advance, al-
though it remained Indistinet, a vague
speck in the waste of witer, 1 sat
motionless, gnzing about at the scene,
yet vaguely compreheniing the nature
of onr surroundings, My mind fe
viewad the strange ovents of the past
night, and endenvored to adjpst itself
to my new environment. Almost [n
an Instant of time my e had utterly
changed—I had been mareled gnd ex-
Hed; swedded to n man whom | de-
spised, and foreed to necompuany him
into the unknown wilderness, It was
llke a dream, g delirium of fever, and
even yet 1 could not seem to compre-
hend Its dread reality.  But the speed-
ing conoes, the strange faces, the oo
caslonal sound of Casslon's volee, the
slumbering figure of Chevet wns evi-
dence of truth not to be ignored, and
abead yonder, & mere outline, was the
boat which contained D'Artigny, What
woull he say, or do, when he learned
the truth? Wonld he care greatly?
Had 1 read rightly the messige of his
eyes? Conld I have trust, and confi-
dence in his loyalty? Would he ac-
copt my explanation! or would he con.
demn me for this act in which 1 was
In no wise to blime? Mother of God!
it eame to me that it was not so much
Monsienr Cassion [ feared, as the
Sienr A"Artieny. What wonld be his
verdict? My heart seamed to stop Iis

as I gazell across the water at that
distant canoe. 1 knew then that all
my conurage, all my hope, eentered on
his decision—the decislon of the mnn
1 loved.

CHAPTER VIL.

The Two Men Meet.
I could not have slept, although 1
must have lost consclousness of our

o~
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FLICKER IS AN ANT EATER

Unlike Its Woodpecker Cousin the
Bird Spends Much Time on
the Ground,

The Alcker Is America's most impor-
tant ant eater. It has an appetite for
these little creatures that is almost be-
yond understanding. United States
solontists examined the stomach of
one bird and found more than five
thousand ants, The stomachs of two
others contained more  than three

thousdnd each,

It Is the only member of the wood-
pecker family which spends much
time on the ground. It may be that
fts appetite for ants has compelled
it to forsake the trees, and the diet of
boring insects which its relatives en-
Joy. At any rate, you'll see It quite
often scooting along highwayes or hop-
ping over lawns,

Yes, it is here now, and if its appe-
tite is normal this year, Its family
probably has consumed several mil
llons of ants by this time., You'll

black body, the red patch on its head
and the black crescent at Ita throat.

beating, and tears dimmed my eves, |

know it by its mottled brown and

and the advance canoe bad already
been druwn up on {he shore, the few
saldiers it contained busily ehgaged In
stnrting fires with which to cook our
morning meal,

I perceived D'Artigny wilh my first
glance, standling erect on the bank.
hils back toward us, directing the men
in their work. As we shot forward
toward thé landing he turged indif
ferently, and 1 marked the sudden
straightening of his. body, as though
in surprise, nlthongh the distance gave
me no clear vislon of his face. As our
canoe came fnto the shallows he
gprang down the bank to greet oy, hat
fin hapd, his eyes on me

| face, and I turned awny.

“Ah! Monsleur Cassion,” be ex-
elnimed, tha very sound of his volece
evidencing delight. “You bave guests
on the journey; "tls unexpected.”

Casslon stepped over the side and
frouted him, o lomger a smiling gal-
lant of the court,.but brutal in au-
thority.

“And what ls that to you, may I
o5k, Sleur @"Artlgny? he sald coldly
contemptuous. “Youn are butour galde,
and It Is no concern of yours who
many compose the company., "Iwill be
well far yon to remember your place,
and attend to your duties. Go, now,
and see thut the men have hrenkfast
gerved.”

"There was n moment of sllence. and

I.did not even venture to glance up to
percelve what ocenrred, althongh I felt
that D'Artigny's eyes shifted thelr In-
quiry from Casslon's face to mine.
There must be no quarrel now, not
until be knew the truth, not until I
had opportunity to explaip, and yet
he wag o firebeand, and it wonld be
like bim to resent such words., How
relieved T felt us hils voice made finnl
Lnswer,

“Pardon, Monsleur le Commissaine,"
he said, pleasantly enongh. “It Is
true [ forgot my placeyn this moment
of surprise, I obey your orders.™

I looked up ns he turned awdy and
disappeared. Cnssion stared nfter him,

and hoast.
thinking — he

assured now of how he would deal
with bim, He torned to the canoe,
4 new conception of importance in the
sharp tone of his volee,

“Come ashora, men; ay! deaw the
bout higher on the sund, Now, Mon-
glenr Chevet, assigt your nlece for-
ward to where T ean belp ber to lam
with dry feet—permit me, Adele

repled, avelding his hand and leap-

me as your wife, 1 know not how 1
may escape that fate, or avold accom-
papying you. 8o far I submit, but no
further. 1 do not love you; [ do not
even feel friendship toward youn, Let
me pass"

He graosped my arm, turning me
about untll 1 faced Lim, his eves glar-
ing into mine.

“Notr untll T speak,” he replied
threateningly. "“Do not mistike my
temper, or imaging me hlind,
what hins so suddenly changed you—
It Is that gay, shmpering fool ypnder,
But be enreful bhow far you go. 1 am
your husband, and o anthority here.”

1 relensed my arm, but did not move,
My only feeling toward him at that
moment was one of dlsgust, definnee,
The threat in his eyes, the cool inso-
lenee: of his specch, set my blood on
fire,

“Monsieur,” T sald coldly, although
every nerve of my boly thirobbed,
“yoin. may know girls, but you deal
now with a woman, Your speech, your
Inginuation Is Insult T disliked you
hefore; now 1 desplse you, yet 1T will
sny this in unswer to what youn have
Intimated Monsienr d’Artigny is noth-
ing to me, save that he hath shown
himself friend. You wrong him, even
ns you wrong me, in thinking other
wize, and whatever the cnuse of mis-
understanding between us, there 18 no
‘exense for you to pick quatrel with
him."

Will the Jesuit, Uncie Che-
vet and D'Artigny counterplot
against Casslon and his inigqul-
tous fellows to free Adele—pro.
vided she has the opportunity

to tell them what she has
learned before It is too late to
thwart, Governor La Barre's
scheme?
i (TO HE CONTINUED.)
o el !

opening big enough to admit the bird
and room enough inside for one of
its brendth 18 almost certaln to be
secepted,

Police Deadline, ;

The pollce “deadline” In New York
city. the especially guarded section
which includes the financial distriet,
covers the territory of Manhattan {s-
land below Fulton street. The origl
nal use of the word “deadline” was to
designato a line drawn around the in-
slde or outside of a military prison,
which no prisoner could eross without
incurring the penalty of being fmme-
diately shot down. The word was es
pecially used in the Civil war of open-
air Inclosures or prisoners’' stockades.

Effective Silencing Devige,

The sound deflector fnstalled by the
bureau of lighthouses at the Buffalo
light station, to lessen the distract
ing nolse spreading from the fog siren
back over the city, ia & saucor-shaped
plate of steel, 14 feet In diameter,
This shicld is given a vibration re.
ducing lning of asbestos board on the
fnoe townrd the lake. A af four
Inches between the steel asbeston
|is filled with mineral wool, corrosion

My own|
glanee foll bafore the eagerness in his |

i
i
|

|
|
\

smothered ‘an opth, and evidently dis- |
appolnted nt 8o tame an ending of the |
affair, for It was his nature to bloster |
Yet as his lips changed to |
a grin, T knew of what the man wos |
had mistiken D'Artd- |
gny's uetions for cownrdice, and felt !

l

In Woman's R

““Morning Frock ™ an Innovation That Well Deserves the Success
It Has Achieved—Many Materials That Are Available—Mid-
summer Hats All Have Wide Brims — Three of the
Pra‘ﬂy Models Are Hlustrated Here.

When the time came to write the
final chapter In the story of summer
frocksa, up sprang a genius who intro
duced a new and happy ending. And
now no oné wants to lay the tale aside,
for the “morning frock™ or “pastime
suit” or “breakfast dress,” as it Is
variously ealled, has added an unéx-

hemp shape with low crown and fat
brim only moderately wide, It a coy-
ered with crepe georgetie and trimmed
with crope roses all In pale tones of
shell pink. The filmiest of black mesh
veils is draped over if, and this with
a narrow band of black velyvet draped
at the base of the erown gives an al-

PASTIME SUIT OF HEAVY COITON STUFF. "

i pected interest to summer appareling,

. the woman of today.
1 | and attractive and inexpensive, and it

“It is not necessary, monsieur,” 1 |

Ing lightly to the firm sand. “You have | fon minis
forced me Into marriage; the law holds | " D

I Gnow |

|

of the stesl by the sulphur impurity

It is a gurb that suits and expresges
It {s sensible

radiates snappy style

#The heavier cotton weaves in white
and colors are used In making this
new order of summer clothing. Cot-
gaberdine, basket weaves,
crash, and twills or any cotton stuff
with body and durability, that will
stand wear and tubbing will answer.
White khaki is an excellent choice for
either the skirts or coats.

In the fllustration a sult Is shown
fn which the plain white skirt is fin-
fshed at the bottom with a cuff of the

tractive depth of color, A wreath of
roses résts on the hair in a prim row
set close to the underbrim.

At the left an odd development of
the “eanc-seat” hat lends daintiness
to the esubsiantial but eoollooking
shape. The brim {8 edged with lace
hair braid and outlined on the under
side with lines of French blue. Picot-
edged ribbon in the same shade ol
blue i8 drawn about the crown, and
tiny chiffon roges with long stems ap-
pear to clamber over the crown, the
stems  threaded through the open
spuces In Lthe straw shape,

A famillar and always pretty hat
of leghorn appears at the righl, of the

WIDE BRIMS THE MIDSUMMER VOGUE

blus stuff. TFor no particular reason
the cuff falls to extend all the way
around the skirt, but has an unexpect-
ed break near the front. The short
loose coat Is smotked with white floss,
to adjust it to the figure, at the belt
ling #nd shoulders in front and across
the walstline at the back. Needlawork
In white floss finishes the edges of the
cuffs and coliar,

There Is any number of gayly ool
ored cottons to make a wvariety of
coats from, like the vivid but pleasing
colors that appear in tho striped cot-
tons far sports coats and skirts. The
pastime suft is an inepiration of the
sports suit, but it appears, so far, in
a combination of white and one color
In plain materials. All the simple,
quickly made decordative stitches are
appropriate in necdlework decorations
on these jaupty coats,

About the only debatable guestion
in midsummor millinery les in ith
width of brim, and there are three
widthe to choose from. They are wids,
wider, widest. The hata shown in the
ilustration are far from extremes and
they are very pleasing developments
of three entirely different siyles.

The pretty model at the center {8 &

sort that Is never entirely out of style,
It has a round crown, covered with
crepe georgette, and a wide and floppy
brim. Its designer has confined her-
self to approved methods in trimming
it, with a blg pink rose and a wreath
of forget-me-nots posed at the front.
Black velvet ribbon is tied noroma and
around the ecrown, ending in loops
and ends at the right slde near the
back. The model is so convincingly
pretty for young faces that the mil-
liner need never worry to look for bet-
ter menns of decoration.

S

Shaded Oatrich Bonas.

In order to stimulate the Interest
In feathery neck trimmings, the man-
ufacturors are now putting out shad-
ed ostrieh boas, very long and fluffy.
Beginhing with & faint tolor at one
and, it gradually deepens until at the
other It Is of deepest hua,

Cotton imports into China jast year
showed an Increase of $8,760,000 1n
yalue,

Ballet Influence.
Tho contlnued vogue for damcing
and the ballet has undoubtedly influ.
anced (he designers of evening frocks,




